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SERIOUS - 


REFLECTIONS, &c. 


My penſive Muſe has choſe a mournful theme; 
No airy ſhadow, nor deluſive dream : 
Fair truth alone my ſubjects all indite : 
Fair truth be ever preſent when I write! 
But, how ſhall I my mournful tale unfold ! 
Here nature ſhudders, and my blood runs cold ! 


But, may that power, who only can ordain : 


Some ſure advantage from exceſſive pain; 
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In tender pity ſend his kind relief, 


To ſooth the mourners overwhelm'd with grief! f 


This tragic tale my feeble pen employs, 
Io tell of blaſted hopes, and wither'd joys : 
Here let the Inciporienc'd youth beware, 

So fluſh'd with hope, they can't admit a care, 
That oft they fall in the unguarded ſnare. 
Their joys they ſee, in a proſpective view; 


And every day they hope to prove them true: 


Should ſome one whiſper ſoftly. in their ear : 
| © In thy rich proſpect there is room to fear: 


Ill tim'd perhaps to ſuch it might appear. 


Perhaps Eliza might have thought it ſo, 
Not once ſuſpecting this ſad ſcene of woe 


The blooming bridegroom, and the modeſt fair, 


Might juſtly hope ſome future bliſs to ſhare : 


The 
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The virtuous maid, poſſeſt of virgin truth, 


Had no ſuſpicion of the faithleſs youth: 

But ah! too ſoon, alas ! ſhe proves it true: 
And fad the proſpect, that ſhe had in view! 
And the ſad proſpect has a fatal end ; 

But griefawhile in ſilence I ſuſpend : 

And turn my thoughts tow'rds yonder bliſsful plain, 
Here may Eliza heav'n- ward turn her eyes, 
And ſeek her intereſt in immortal joys ; 

The crown unfading, and the heavenly prize! 
From thy ſad loſs reap this eternal gain; 
Since hopes immortal ſtill for thee remain. 


O keep theſe bleſſings ever in thy view ; 


And with the ardour of thy ſoul purſue ! 
But ſtill my muſe, with ſympatheric woe, 
Would mix her ſorrows with my friend below : 
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Yes, ſympathy of heart hath ſighs and tears ; 


And pure affection many hopes and fears. 


While ſupplicating prayer the former join, 
And interceſſion doth them all combine; 


What powerful interceſſion ſtands enroll'd, 


Moſes that man of God in days of old 


Averts the threatened judgment, from on high 
The Great Jehovah hears his ſervant's cry ; 
And ſtays his judgment threaten'd from onhigh: 
See how he ſpares a diſobedient race, 
While Moſes prays, and falls upon his face! 


Great Power! thy judgments oft are here 
diſplays, 
Which, when the royal Pſalmiſt had ſurvey'd, 
And well confider'd, as himſelf afraid.” 


With trembling hafte, and penetential tears, 


To thee I fled, when overwhelm'd with fears : 


I fear'd 


| C.I4 | 
I fear'd thy vengeance, and uplifted hand, 
And ſought to know my Maker's dread command: 
His mercy ſought, with ſupplicating * 
I ſoon obtain'd from the propitious ſkies! 
That mercy, free to all, I would proclaim; 


Redemption plenteous in the Saviour's name 


True fear of God, thou Guardian Angel fair ! 
My feeble quill but faintly can declare : 
How bleſt are they, with whom thou doſt abide 1 
Thou ſav'ſt from danger, and thou ſav'ſt from pride: 
The ſacred page pronounces he is bleſt, | 
Who this pure fear retains within his breaſt : 
Thou choice companion, and thou faithful friend, 
With me continue, till my life ſhall end ! 


Had but Johannes fear'd thy ſacred name, 


His paſſion ne'er had roſe to ſuch a flame. 
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Thy powerful grace all paſſion can ſubdue ; 
Thy mighty power can all things form anew : 
Poor mortals dream of bliſs, while unrenew'd ! 
And long, in vain, a phantom have purſu'd. 
Not the refin'd amuſements of the age 
| This thirſt of pleaſure ever could afſſwage _ 
Tho? wn have trod, repeatedly, the round, 
And new-invented pleaſures ſtill abound ; 
Who dares affirm, he has the ſecret found? 
A heav'n-born peace o'erflows my happy 

breaſt, 
| © No longer weary, I have found the reſt ; 
0 My Joys abound with happineſs in ſtore; 


© Contented now, I aſk not heaven for more.” 


Not earth born pleaſures can ſuch joys afford ; 
No ye mult be to happineſs reſtor'd : 
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To pleaſures fitting an immortal mind ; 
Which round the globe of earth ye ne'er can find: 


No, it muſt be tranſplanted from the ſkies, 
And thither muſt your ſoaring. wiſhes riſe, 

If ever ye obtain the glorious prize. 

The wiſeſt man that ever breath'd in air, 
That had of wiſdom here the largeſt ſhare ; 
Whoſe grandeur with reſplendent brightneſs ſhone, 
He of all others was the favor'd one ; 

Whoſe wealth above all a did our 
Who was with regal pompand honors crown'd, 
He made the ſearch; but ah! he ww found. 
Tir'd, at the laſt, of all his vain purſuits, 
No more he ventures upon long diſputes ; | 


But in the ſacred volume ſtands confeſt, 


Not out of God could Solomon be bleſt ! 


1 
« Vain and vexatious all on earth I find. 
« Weary and faint, and languid is my mind; 
© Who ſecks his pleaſure here, is ſurely blind. 
Now, O my foul return thee to thy reſt ! 


« The power that form'd, can only make me bleſt !* 


Here then let mortals ſeek their bliſs below, 
While they are travelling through this vale of woe. 


Sometimes Jehovah's judgment ſpeaks aloud, 


Io rouſe the careleſs, and abaſe the proud: 
The daring and rebellious he will awe, 


And riſe to vindicate his injur'd law. 


Th'impetuous youth, who laughs at all reſtraints, 


Oft fails before him, and his nature faints ; 


High fluſh'd with pride, all danger ſcorns to fear, 


Nor once ſuſpects the angel Death is near. 


So 


EW” I 
So fell Johannes by a ſudden ſtroke, 
Whoſe daring fit his Maker did provoke; 
Who'ruſh'd impetuous like a pamper'd ſteed, 
Where luftful paſſion did him captive lead : 
Nor threaten'd danger fear'd, tho warn'd be. 


— 


But fell a victim, and is how no more, > 
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Whilſt his fad fall his friends muſt now de- 


8 plore. 8 | | 2 


Friendſhip, not founded upon love divine, 
Tlath oft been known to wither and decline: 
Its true foundation this, whereon to reſt, 

In full perfections known among the bleſt. 
Ah! had Invido this pure friendſhip known, 
The fatal bullet neer from him had flown, 


Nor gave the mortal wound, nor caus'd the 


| dying groan! 


E 
Canſt thou reflect upon a brother ſlain, 


And feel no pity, feel no conſcious pain? 


—V— 


Be ſtill, and conſcience faithfully arraign. 
Oh hear its dictates ; it will ne er deceive ; 
Hear, and its admonitions well receive: 
« Tt writes in leaves more durable than braſs,” 
Thy thoughts, and words, and actions as they paſs : 
And will again repeat them in thine ear, 48 
When liſt'ning worlds the long detail ſhall hear. 
Say, wilt thou then to meet thy friend rejoice ; 
And wilt thou claim, with confidence of voice, 
Thy rich reward, for what thy hands have wrought? 
Shocking, and impious, to admit the thought! 
But this remember, thou art ſtill in time, 
And may kind heaven, for thy atrocious crime, | 
Sorrow ſincere, and penitence impart, . 9 
Pardon thy murdering crime, and waſh thine 
heart 
From this deep ſtain, and every other ſin 


O that thou might in penitence begin 
Before 


/ 
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Before the great Jehovah proſtrate fall ; 


Implore his grace, and for his mercy call: 
And leſt thine heart ſhould be too much diſmay'd, 


Remember, Jeſus for his murderers pray*d.- 


Father of lights, wilt thou this grace beſtow? 
I know thou canſt ſuch kind compaſſion ſhew ; 
Thy power can reach the moſt obdurate heart, 
And wound the ſinner with the keeneſt 8 ; 
Give him to feel the weight ofall his ſin, 
Then forth the fruits of true repentance bring ; 
By firſt forſaking all his evil ways, 

To thee devoting all his remnant days. 

But ah! I feel my greateſt taſk's behind, 

What ſhall 1 ſay to ſooth Eliza's mind 
The ſoothing comfort is not mine to give ; 
From heaven's high portals thou muſt this receive: 
Thy woe to ſuch a wond'rous height is grown, 
That Gilcad's balm muſt do the deed alone. 


I can 
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I can but point to the Phyſician there, 
And tell thee of his love and tender care 3 
However great thy complicated woes, 
The perfect cure for each he fully knows. 
Here all thy cares, and griefs, and ſorrows bring, 
From whatſoever different ſource they ſpring : 
Here is ſufficient balm to heal thy grief, 
And only here thou canſt find true relief. 


This from experience I can now declare; 
I've borne the weight of ſorrow long and care : 
When laſting grief had fill'd my wounded breaſt, 
For heav*nly help I ſought, and found my reſt: 


And now whenc'er the ſwelling billows riſe, 


I ſeek my aid from the propitious ſkies : 

Not ſtrange to me the chaſt'ning hand of love, 
Which I receiv'd as coming from above ; 

And bow'd beneath my heavenly father's rod, 


| Andlearn'd to fear, and ſerve, and love my God. | 


As 
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As having found, myſelf, a place of reſt, 
I wiſh my friend Eliza too were bleſt. 
I'd thus to thee a kind relation prove, 
And teſtifying, tell that God is love! | 
Long have travell'd in this vale of tears, 
And now am ſinking in declining years: 
Here is my hope, when heart and fleſh ſhall fail ; 
This is my paſſport through the darkſome vale, 
This power in death, as life, I hope to prove, 
And with my lateſt breath proclaim, that God is 


love. 


Juſt Publiſhed by the ſame Author, Price gd. 


T HOUGHTS occaſioned by the 

DEATH of MARIA, who departed 
this Life, Auguſt 8, 1788 : — Alſo on a 
BELOVED FRIEND :—Likewiſe on viſit- 
ing EUSEBIA's TOMB. 


Gawd 


| THE 
TRIUMPHANT DEATH 


TZOSEPHUS, 


Aged EiGHTEEN Years. 


What tho? ſhort thy date? 
Virtue, not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 

That life is long, which anſwers life's great end. 
The time which bears no fruit, deſerves no name : 
The man of wiſdom is the man of years. 


 TRIUMPHANT DEATH 
#1 


FOSEPHUS. 


8 AY ye, che lovely blooming youth is dead? 
I ſcarce believe, tho! the report is ſpread ; 
Or is it, I'm unwilling to believe, 
That I the mournful tidings can't receive? 
But tis confirm'd, I ſee it with my eyes, 
Shut up the ſtately manſion ; pleaſure flies ; 
While ſorrow ſeizes ev'ry feeling heart; 
Nor can I help with theſe to bear my part. 
And * for ſuch worth, how juſtly due B 
Alas! ſuch virtue's to be found in few ! 
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In youth's gay bloom it makes it ſtill more rare ;. 
I knew and lov'd him for his virtue fair, 

And he hath been the ſubject of my prayer. 
'Tis done! and now, I adoration pay; 
The happy youth, to heaven has *ſcap'd away. 
5; Around the village let the tidings ſpread ; 
The lov'd Joſephus ſleeps amongſt the dead. 
Oh ! might 1t rouſe the careleſs and ſupine ; 
Death's at the door, ſoon may the fate be thine. 


Oh! might it reach —s˙ ſtubborn heart, 


That he with all his ſins at once might part, 
Nor break his aged mother's tender heart. 

O! how unlike the youth, whoſe worth I ſing, 
Tho? once advanc'd to ſtand before the king, 
And in his preſence ſing his Maker's praiſe, 
Did he e'er hope to join ſeraphic lays. 

And can ſo his ſoul debaſe ? 

Hath he ſo much reſiſted heavenly grace? 


. As 
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As with ſad oaths, and curſes to blaſpheme ? - 


I'd ſay no more, but cloſe the ſhocking ſcene. 
But, oh! a ſcene more awful is behind, | 
A dreadful day of judgment for mankind. 
Repent, = may thy heart relent ! 

Thy friend deceas'd calls on thee to repent ; 
O might the ſilent language reach think eat, 
Might thou at laſt begin the Lord to fear 

O! caſt aſide the evil of thy ways, 


Tho? ſpent in fin, thy beſt, thy blooming days, 
Yet ſtill, perhaps, thou may'ſt repent, and live, 


And if thou ſeek'ſt it, heaven the power may give. 


Fidelio feels the ſtroke, and mourns his friend, | 
He has a rear to drop, a ſigh to ſpend; _ 
His feeling breaſt can ſympathize with thoſe 
Whoſe hearts are wounded with parental woes. 


Diſconſolate their ſorrows ! but a power 


Divine ſupports in this moſt trying hour, 
B 3 That 
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5 That power can heal a mother's bleeding heart, 


When with her only ſon ſhe's call'd to part. 


0 | | Her only ſon, her only comfort here : 


For thee feel, nor can 1 ſtop the tear, 


I prize thy friendſhip, thou to mart dchr. 
In yon fair world we hope ere long to meet, 


Which will our friendſhip and our bliſs complete; 
Then wipe the trickling ſorrows from thine eyes, 


By conquering faith now may my friend ariſe ! 


Come, view thy manſion fair, in yonder ſkies. 

Be not diſcourag'd at the rugged way, 
When ſafely landed in the realms of day, 
That land of bliſs ſhall compenſate thy woe, 
And all the ſorrows thou haſt felt below. 


Thy lov'd Joſephus on the ethereal plain, 
With thy fair offspring * in the bliſsful train, 


| With heavenly rapture thou ſhalt meet again ; 


* My friend had buried eight children before Joſephus, who 
was the ninth, and laſt. 


And 
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And' meet no more to part, tranſporting thought ! 
With conſolation it is richly fraught. 7 


Then ceaſe for one ſhort moment to complain, 


And let proſpective joy o'ercome the pain. 


But as a trav ler with ſome beaureoun view 
Has ceas'd awhile his journey to purſue ; 

So, the bright proſpect of eternal day, 

Has chac'd the ſorrows from my mind away. 
But ah! while in this vale 4 tears I dwell, 

I ſhall remember how Joſephus fell : | 

In blooming life cut down this fading flower, 
Cut down by him who's infinite in power. 
Juſt are his ways, and righteous his decree, 


While in ſubmiſſion mortals bow the knee. 


Rous'd with this awful, providential blow, 
I want the thoughtleſs giddy tribe to know, 
The young and gay, who wanton in their prime, 
That pay no juſt regard to death or time. 
B 4 Joſephus 
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Joſephus died in midſt of blooming youth ! - / 
Wide ſpread the mournful, melancholy truth. 


O let it ſpread, and reach the city's throng ; 


The lov'd oſephus, virtuous and young, 
He ſleeps in death, ſleeps in the filent tomb, 


In early life he meets the fatal doom ; 


Thus ſets his morning ſun before tis noon. 


One ſingle moment in reflection ſpend, 


Then aſk E have ye ſurvey'd your end? 
Does buſy 0 ſo engroſs the ſcene, 

Ye can't thruſt in one thought of death between? 
But, if the moſt important ye neglect, 

If to a future ſtate ye've no ref] pot * 

How ſoon, alas ! this mortal ſtate will end, 


And then where will ye find an heavenly friend! 


That friend on high, now warns you from the 


ſkies, 
Accept my offer'd mercy, loudly cries, 
Nor this your day of offer'd grace deſpiſe. 


* 
1 


Reap 


e 
teap this inſtruction from the ſilent grave, 
| And ſeek ye firſt the marta part to ſave. 


Wide ſpread the rumour to the courts of law, 


** 


Where liv'd Joſephus, there his life ye ſaw ; 
Sedate and manly, far above his years, 


ons by grace, from ſin, and guilty fears, 
ve know how much his nature was refin'd, 
Say ye gay triflers, are ye of ws mind ? 
Dare ye confeſs, that the Great Power ye fear, ; 
And that ye do his ſacred laws revere ? 
Dare ye acknowledge, that ye fear to fin, | 
And that ye hope eternal life to win ? 
Ye bleſſed few, wherever ye reſide, | 
Of you Pl glory, ye are England's pride. 
Guard them, kind heaven, almighty God of love! | 
And bring them ſafe, to thy bleſt world above. 
There my Joſephus with his Saviour reigns, | 
| Ranging with pleaſure ver the ethereal plains. . 


Alluring 


l 

Alluring pleafure tempted him in vain; 
The ſtately manſion finiſh'd ſo complete, 

A paradiſe on earth, his rural ſeat 


A ſweet aſylum, where he could retreat, 


Whene'er to thought or ſolitude inclin'd, 


On beauteous nature he might feaſt his mind, 


In rural walks, or ina ſhady bower 


Niere he might ſpend the contemplative hour ; 
While ſpicy odours oft perfum'd the air, 

When near the beauteous green-houſe ye repair; 
Where ſhrubs, and flowers, of variegated dye, 
Here feaſt with pleaſure each beholder's eye. 
With theſe ſweet odours might his praiſe ariſe, 
Aſcend as incenſe, to the peaceful ſkies. 
Devotion pure, he here might ſafely pay 
At early dawn, or at the cloſing day. 


But 
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But to return, tho' nuetiHe h here pole, 


Earth had not gain'd poſſeſſion of his breaſt ; 
Not a large fortune of unbounded wealth, 


Nor eaſe, nor grandeur, prime of ſtrength and 
| health, 
Nor yet Miriah's charms, could him detain, 


5 He leaves them all, without one parting pain ws 
His fortune, and his fair intended bride ; 

His faith theſe great temptations quite outride z 
Nor pain nor pleaſure doth his ſoul diſmay, 

_ His happy ſpirit Joyful ſoars away : 

Exults, and triumphs, in the proſpect fair, 

But oh l the ſcene ſeems more than I can bear. 
And while I thus recall it to my mind, 
Grief's ſoft emotion in my breaſt I find. 

Nor would I have the filent tear ſuppreſt, 

Nor the ſoft ſigh that heaves my feeling breaſt ; 
But aid divine! O! aid me heavenly power! 
While ſimply I relate his dying hour. ; 


J oſephus 
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Joſephus tells hither, he muſt die, 


But with much ſweetneſs makes this ſoft reply, 


« I to my better father go on high.” 


But who can wonder, if ſuch mournful news 


A tender parent ſhould at firſt refuſe ? 


Reminds the youth, how few his date of years, 
And bids him diſſipate ſuch gloomy fears : 

But years are not allotted all mankind, 

Toa few moments ſome have been confin'd. 

But who of time juſt eſtimate hath made ? 
What years are ſquander'd, wiſdom's debt unpaid. 
Bur death impatient, ſeem'd to graſp his prey, 


And with gigantic ſtrides he mark'd his way; 


Anda few hours concludes the mortal ſcene, 
But view it gilded with a radiant beam. 


Angelic guards attend the dying youth, 


And his own words confirm the pleaſing truth ; 
With heavenly ſmiles he oft was heard to ſay, 
« I come, I'm coming, wait, I come away.” 


When 
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When nearly ended here his mortal race, 


His tender parents he doth then embrace; 
With rapture then he folds them in his arms, 
While duteous love his dying boſom warms. 
What Chriſtian courage 1n the youth appears ! 
Death hath no terrors, baniſh'd are his fears. 
The faith I've kept, near finiſh'd all the fight.” 
This fill'd his ſoũl with heav'nly, pure delight. 
But while confeſſion to the yourh is made, ' 

By one who from the paths of virtue ſtray'd, 

With ſimple truth he openly declares, 

Tue been preſerv'd from ſuch deſtructive ſnares; 
Of groſſer crimes, ne'er done, I can't repent, 

© In this reſpect I'm dying innocent. 

«I die in triumph, this be ſmiling ſaid, 

All heav'nly ſweetneſs in his looks diſplay'd, 

Nor is his ſoul at death the leaſt diſmay'd. 

Friends taſte with him the wine at his deſire, 


This parting ſign he did of them require; 
| 1 
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Then takes his leave, and waves his hand around, | 
Thus is the dying {aint with vict ry crown d. 

But thus he ſpake to one then ſtanding by, 

« You ſoon will follow, tho I firſt muſt die, 

© You ſoon will follow, he repeats the ery. 

Then with much love he takes his mother's hand, 


While grace, all conquering grace, has the com- 
Then adds, for you I now can do no more, 
His duty and obedience near were oer; 


© I now muſt leave you to my father's care, 


And now to Heaven I make my dying prayer; 
With ſweet compoſure, and a ſilent mind, 

Himſelf, his all, he up to Heaven reſign'd : 

Pity, to diſcompoſe ſo ſweet a mind. 
But while there's life, there's hope, it hath been 

. ſaid, 
And one more effort muſt, in 2 be made; 
* 
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| But N this the youth his mind expteſt, 
C nn is wanted, — ru near his reſt ; 
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9 No more I need, no Eſculapian art, 

He knew, could turn aſide the fatal dart ; 
But what my father wills, be done, he cry'd, 
He Yields, and thus the good Joſephus dy'd. 
The ſcene he cloſes, with obedient love, 
Thus goes Joſephus to the realms above. 


Farewel awhile, thou bleſt and happy faint, 


'Gainſt heaven's decree we utter no complaint; 


Eſcap'd from ſufferings, and ten thouſand ſnares, 


Thou waſtthe ſubject of ten thouſand prayers ; 
They all are ended, heaven does all things right, 
No penſive ſorrow let the muſe indite. 

Praiſe, grateful praiſe, we now to heaven would pay, 
And follow, where Joſephus leads the way; 

To heaven our few remaining moments ſpend, 


| Then hope, like him, to make a bliſsful end. 
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